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upon a flight of steps: but terror gripped us at the
heart, and we fled with footsteps as precipitate as those
of schoolboys caught in an orchard. I think that
ghostly face in Berkeley Square must have been Louis's
latest European impression for many months.

All the world now knows, through the two books
which I have named, what immediately happened.
Presently letters began to arrive, and in one from
Monterey, written early in October 1879, he told me
of what was probably the nearest approach of death
that ever came until the end, fifteen years later. I do
not think it is generally known, even in the inner circle
of his friends, that in September of that year he was
violently ill, alone, at an Angora-goat ranch in the
Santa Lucia Mountains. ' I scarcely slept or ate or
thought for four days/ he said. ( Two nights I lay
out under a tree, in a sort of stupor, doing nothing but
fetch water for myself and horse, light a fire and make
coffee, and all night awake hearing the goat-bells
ringing and the tree-toads singing, when each new
noise was enough to set me mad.' Then an old
frontiersman, a mighty hunter of bears, came round,
and tenderly nursed him through his attack. ' By all
rule this should have been my death, but after a while
my spirit got up again in a divine frenzy, and has since
kicked and spurred my vile body forward with great
emphasis and success.'

Late in the winter of 1879, with renewed happiness
and calm of life, and also under the spur of a need of
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